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QUINETTE'S SLEEPLESS NIGHT
I UST at the moment when <J Jacques Avoyer left the
theatre, sniffing the air of the boulevard - what he had on his mind did not prevent him from enjoying its nocturnal vivacity - Quinette was lighting the little lamp which served him as a night-light.
He had gone to bed early, feeling extremely tired and counting upon the relaxation of sleep. But sleep would not come to him. By way of compensation, however, the medley of confused anxieties, which had weighed upon him more and more as the day went on, gave place little by little to a more orderly view of things, whose very clarity was in itself comparatively soothing.
He set himself to recapitulate his day, to pass judgment upon it piece by piece, Some pieces were good, others doubtful, others again to be condemned. He achieved a nice degree of discrimination. His visit to Sophie Parent, for example, subdivided itself, under Quinette's attentive eyes, into a growing number of individual episodes> which he took up one by one, to examine them and give them their proper valuation.
It did not occur to him that an act such as that is something indivisible and continuous, in which it is vain to attempt to isolate such-and-such a detail in the judgment which you pass upon it. (One episode, which you may regard as favourable, only becomes possible because another,
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